find him taking positive pleasure in being wounded.
She sent him at once to the European hospital where
he was examined at her request. The musket ball
had only struck a glancing blow, and next morning
the Babu came back a little weak from loss of blood
but otherwise recovered.
Soon after this he determined to leave the
Residency and see for himself what was going on
outside. He proposed to disguise himself as a cooly
and if possible to pay a visit to the Polehamptons1
derelict house in cantonments. He said it was
unlikely that he would be recognised, and promised
to return within three days. Mrs Polehampton did
her best to dissuade him, telling him that she never
expected to see him again if once he left the
entrenchment, and forbidding him to go without
consulting Mr Harris. But his mind was made up.
Before long he disappeared, leaving this note
behind him:
'My dear Madam,
I have been to Mr Harris. He said to me some
Christians have gone out, and he heard they are all
killed, their blood scattered about the ground. I
think myself to death as a dream. I am not the least
frighted of it. If I die, I will see Mr Polehampton.
Is it not a good thing for me? I hope God will protect
me, if I put my trust in Him.'
They never saw him again. Mrs Polehampton had
little doubt that he was killed at once, since many of
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